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dulness is the surest soporific I have met with; and every Saturday night, as soon as I am in bed, my man constantly asks me, " Does your Honour take your "London Journal to-night?" I never refuse his offer, and, to do him justice, he reads with a slow monotony, so excellently adapted to the performance, that one would think he was the author of it himself.
Thus, after taking these two authors regularly, night and morning, they are carefully laid by in a little closet, where I ultimately take them, as they happen to lie next my hand.
I have lately heard, with concern, that I shall soon be deprived of these benefits, and that my two favourite authors will withdraw their weekly and daily labours from the public, in order to exhibit themselves in other shapes. Mr. Osborne, I am told, has engaged himself to supply the stage with tragedies, and Sir A. B. C. with comedies; that it may not be said, that the late act of Parliament has prevented the production of excellent dramatic performances, as some of the malcontents pretended it would. Though this will disturb the present regular course of my present laughter, which I must afterwards take by the lump, and in twelvepenny doses, yet I must acknowledge them to be the properest authors to answer the true meaning and intendment of the bill: for I will defy the most inveterate and ingenious malice, even that of the Craftsman, to apply anything out of their writings. With what impatience do I long to see the tragic scenes of our Laureat disgraced and eclipsed by Osborne's solid drama I Yes, Osborne shall snatch the poppies from Gibber's brow, and plant them on his own. I cannot help suggesting, as a friend, to this